

The Tragectie 

Winter Dutches a f Torke , with Clarence childrev. 

Bo?. T ell me good Grananys our father dead i 
D»u No boy. (breaft. 

Bur. Why doo you wring your hands, and beat your 
And crie,Oh Clarence my vnhappiefonae ? 

Gerl. Why do you looke on vs, and (hake your head 
And call vs wretches ,Orphanes,caftawayes, 

If that our noble father be aliuc ? 

Dm . My prettic Cofens ,you miftake me much, 

3 do lament the fickenclTe of the King : 

As loath to loofe him, not your fathers death : 

It were loll labour,to vveepe for one that’sloft. 

Be/. Then Granamyou conclude that he is dead, 

The King my Vncle is too blame for this: 

God w>ll reu.-.nge it, whom I will importune 
With daylie praiers, all to that effeft. 

Dut. Peace children, peace, the Kingdoth loue you well , 
Incapable and fhallovy innocents. 

You cannot guefl'e who caufde your fathers death. 

Boy, Granam we can : For ray good V ncle Glocefter 
T old me, the King prouoked b.y the Quccnc, 

Deuis’d impeachments to imprifon him t 
And when hee toldc.me fo, hee wept, 

And hugd me in his arme,and kindly kift my cheeke, 

A nd bad me relic on him as on my father, 

A nd he would loue me dearely as his childe, 

Dut, Oh that deceite fhould flca'e fuch gentle Ihapes, 
And with a venuous vifard hide foule guile : 

He is my fonne,y ea,and therein my lTume ; 

Y et from my dugs he drew not this deceit, 
v Boy, Thinke you my Vncle did diflemble,Granam? 
Dut, I boy. 

Boy. I cannot thinke it ,harke what noife is this* Oyster the 
Qu. Oh who flaall hinder me to waile apd wcepe? Queen, 
To chide my fortune,and torment my lelfe ? 

He ioine with blacke defpaire againft my foule. 

And to my felfc become an enemic. 

Dut, What nneancs this. feeane of rude impatience? 

Q», To make an ad of tragickc violence. to* 


;-\ /- r 


of Richard the third. 

Edward,myLord,yourfonneour King is dead. 

Why grow the branchcs,now the roote is witherd? 

Why wither not the Ieaucs,thc fap being gone? 

If you will liuc, lament : if die, be briefe : 

That our fwift winged foule s, may catch the Kings, 

Or like obedient fubieds, follow him 

To his new kingdomc of perpetual! reft . 

Dut. Ah fo much intereft haue I in thy fofrow, 

As I had title in thy nob! e hufband : 

I haue be wept a worthy husbands death. 

And liu’d by looking on his images. 

But now two mirrors of his Princely femblancc » 

Are crackt in pecces by malignant death : 

And I for comfort haue but one falfc glafle, 

Which greeues me when I fee my ftiamc in him* 

Thou art a widowe,yet thou art a mother, 

And haft die comfort oftliy children lefe thee : 

But death hath fnatcht my children from mine armes# 

And pluck? two crutches from my feeble limmes, 

Fdward and Clarence, Oh what caufc haue I 

Thcn,being but taoity of my griefc, 

To ouergo thy plants and drowne thy cries? 

Boy. Good Aunt, you wept notfor our fathers death, 

Ho w can we aid you with our kindreds fearcsf 

Gerl. Our fatherlcfle diftrefle was left vnmoand. 

Your wido wes dolours likewife be vnwept. 

Q». Giue me no hclpe in lamentation, 

I am not barren to bring forth laments. 

All Ipiings reduce their currents to mine eies, 

That 1 being gouernd by the watry moanc. 

May fend fooith plenteous teares to drowne the world ; 

Oh for my husband, lor my eyre Lo. Edward. 

Aw bo. Oh forourfaiher,for oui dcarc L.o: Clarence. 

Dut. Alas for both,both mine Edward and Clarence, 

Qu. W bat flay had l but Edward, and he is gone? 

Am. What ftay had we but Clarence, and he is gone? 

Dm, Whatfhies had 1 but tbey,and they are gone? 

Was iieucr\vidow,hadfodearcalolle. 

E 2 A tube, 
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